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Dare 


Author's Notes: 
Yes, | know I'm going to Hell and this seriously has no real plot. 


His mouth moves farther down my stomach, his tongue licking a warm, wet strip over my skin and my breath 
hitches. | moan, arching my back and lifting my hips, trying to tempt him into giving me what | so desperately 
want. Wanted for what had to be fucking hours now. He chuckles and his mouth moves away, replaced by his 
hand rubbing my side in slow, soft circles. | groan in pure disappointment. | can just see his grin behind my 


blindfold and | hate him. 


The metal cuffs dig into my wrists as | try to pull my arms down, railing against the restraints. | can't believe 
| fucking agreed to this. | should have turned him down flat, dare or no dare. | should have; | don't need this 
kind of shit. | don't remember asking to be fucking tortured. 


His hand moves upwards and damned if | don't follow every move, my skin crawling with anticipation, wondering 
where he'll touch next. His other hand touches my right arm, sliding up the bicep, past the elbow to my 


forearm. | shiver. 


"Like that?" he whispers in my ear. He bites underneath my jaw and | toss my head back and away, trying to 
dislodge him and encourage him at the same time. His fingers slide around my throat, digging in and | know it 


shouldn't be but it's fucking hot. He could fucking kill me if he wanted. God knows he's capable of it. 


He has the kind of track record that should have made me think twice about this. But he had dared me. And 
seriously, who could turn down a dare from HIM? Not Nikki fucking Sixx. No, | had to prove myself. 


My chest heaves as | gasp for air. I'd lick my lips if | could, they're so dry. Instead, I'm tonguing the damn 
scrap of cloth he gagged me with, biting into it savagely like I'm trying to gnaw it in half. He's lucky l'm tied 
down. I'd gladly tear him apart right now and fuck the tour. 


His other hand grabs a hold of my hair, ripping my head to the side as he nips and mauls the rest of my neck. 
Then his mouth is back, his tongue sliding over the wounds he inflicted. If | live though this, lim going to have 
to either find a turtleneck or think of one hell of a story. Like | was attacked by a rabid werewolf or 
something. Sure, the guys would spring for that. 


He gnaws his way over my collarbone before sliding his tongue back down over my stomach. Just a little 
closer.. He lifts his head, fucking skipping over my cock and going to my thigh. Bastard! | thrust my hips up but 
he slams me back onto the bed. "Now that's not very nice, you know." | snarl wordlessly at him and he nips my 
inner thigh in retribution. His hands are still on my hips, though and | jerk to the left, causing his thumb to 
whisper over my cock. My eyelids flutter behind my blindfold. God, yes. 


He sits up, yanking his hands away, but still straddling my lower legs. | buck, arching my back off the bed 
trying to reach him. He smacks my leg. "You're not being very good," he says, trying to put disappointment in 
his voice, but | hear more amusement than anything. Fucking bastard thinks this is funny. | could cry. 


| sob before | can stop myself. Oh fuck no, l'm not starting that shit. He's NOT going to make me beg. I'd 
rather die. He laughs and rakes his fingernails down my chest. | inhale with a hiss and he's back to chewing on 
my shoulder. 


The bed shifts as he lies down beside me. He's still trying to devour my chest, sucking the skin into his mouth 
and biting down before releasing and laving his tongue over it. He stops, settling on licking his way back up to 
my throat. Then he grabs my cock and I'm seeing stars. 


He strokes slowly, too slowly and | tremble, my hips moving automatically, trying to force him into more speed. 
He skims his hand downward, stopping at my balls for a quick massage before slithering to my ass. | slide to 
the left and down. Anything to get his fingers back up where they belong. He follows my movement and | roll 
my hips in the opposite direction. | don't fucking think so, buddy. Not on a first fucking date. 


Giving up, he moves his hand back up to my cock and | bite into my cloth gag again, pushing the side of my 
face into the pillow. Yesssss.. He takes his hand away and | snarl at him, my body straining upwards for his 
touch. The drawer of the hotel nightstand slides open and | hear the whisk of a jar. Puzzled, | give up my 


struggle and listen quietly for more, but only hear my own heavy breaths. Vague thoughts form in my head 
as to what all this could add up to before my brain finally does the math. My shout is muffled behind the gag 


but | struggle furiously, twisting my wrists in the cuffs, trying to force them free. No, no, no, no, no- 


He grabs my hipbone, stroking it gently with his thumb "S all right, ‘s all right” Like hell it is. | squeeze my 
eyes shut and jerk my chin up. My body follows the motion as best it can, trying to get away from him. Fuck, 
God, no. His slick finger teases between my legs and my body contorts as | strain upwards. He's softly 
caressing my hair, still trying to calm me down. He kisses my cheek. "Shh." 


| try to resist but where do | have to fucking go? He slides his finger in too fucking easily. | pause at the 
strangeness of it, but start struggling again when he tries to move deeper, growling at him. He's fucking dead. 


His finger crooks upwards and | freeze. What the fuck was that? He grins against my neck, kissing my jaw and 


does it again. 


I'm fucking panting behind my gag, moving myself more firmly onto his finger. Good fucking God. Who knew? He 
pulls backwards and | try my damnedest to follow but | can only go so far. His finger leaves my ass and | could 
scream. Raw sobs rip out of my throat. Fuck it. I'll beg if he wants me to. He laughs and before | know it, his 
touch is back, only this time he's using two fingers. I'm so glad to have him back inside me, I'm fucking myself 
on his hand and | don't fucking care anymore. He sits up, his free hand grabbing a hold of my cock, pumping 
with steadily increasing speed. He follows the rhythm I'm setting and | moan, thrusting harder. 


My back arches and | scream, as the world explodes behind my eyes. He's still stroking me as | come back 


down, but slowly. Fuck, | think Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck.. 


His hands lift and | stretch rather lazily. The blindfold and gag come off and | stare rather complacently at him 
as he eyes my sweaty, dirty body. He's got this funny, victorious little grin on his face and | snort, turning my 
head away. Okay, | admit it. He won. | should have known that | couldn't win anything against him the moment 
the fucker started licking up my fucking piss. God, what a crazy motherfucker. Bastard.. 


